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prehensible, appearing to bear upon him the
burden of his times and the mystery of a future
redemption. Otherwise, in figure more than
in talents, he was the opposite of Guibert or
Narbonne; " a tall, straight man," says a con-
temporary, "well formed, blond, a little pale,
with long silky hair curling about his ears and
neck." The air of having just returned from
Germany was then the supreme elegance of
poetry; but this Werther, with the candid brow
wore also the sarcastic smile of the exquisite
of the old regime; his eyes, generally hidden
by glasses, sparkled in disputation; his apeech,
a little shrill, gave to his epigrams the keenness
of a whistling arrow.

He charmed Madame de Stael with his wit,
touched her pity with his troubles, and inter-
ested her with his ideas. He admired her.
" She is a creature apart," he wrote, " a supe^
rior being such as one meets only once in aa
age." She was an ambassadress, and already a
woman of fame. He found her " fighting her
destiny. ., . , One watches her with curiosity,
like a beautiful storm/1 He was himself u at a
period when his heart craved love, his vanity
success." He set himself to the game, and
seemed violently smitten. Madame de Stael
cared little for him at first, says Madame
R^camier; '' but he made out such despair, and